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with his tarragan, or cloak, dependent on one shoulder, and
touching, with impatient fingers, his silver-sheathed arms ;
the olive-visaged Asiatic, with his enormous turban and
flowing robes, gazing, half with wonder and half with con-
tempt, at some scarlet colonel of the newly disciplined
troops, in his gorgeous but awkward imitation of Frank
uniforms; the Greek still servile, though no more a slave ;
the Nubian eunuch, and the Georgian page.

In this chamber, attended by the drogueman, who pre-
sented me, I remained about ten minutes; too short a time.
I never thought I could have lived to wish to kick my heels
in a ministerial ante-chamber. Suddenly I was summoned
to the awful presence of the pillar of the Turkish Empire,
the man who has the reputation of being the mainspring of
the new system of regeneration, the renowned Bedschid,
an approved warrior, a consummate politician, unrivalled
as a dissembler in a country where dissimulation is the
principal portion of moral culture. The hall was vast,
entirely covered with gilding and arabesques, inlaid with
tortoiseshell and mother-of-pearl. Here I beheld, squatted
in a corner of the large divan, a little, ferocious-looking,
shrivelled, care-worn man, plainly dressed, with a brow
covered with wrinkles, and a countenance clouded with
anxiety and thought. I entered the shed-like divan of the
kind and comparatively insignificant Kalio Bey with a feel-
ing of awe; I seated myself on the divan of the Grand
Yizir of the Ottoman Empire, who, as my attendant in-
formed me, had destroyed in the course of the last three
months, not in war, l upwards of four thousand of my
acquaintance,' with the self-possession of a morning visit.
At a distance from us, in a group on his left hand, were his
secretary and his immediate suite. The end of the saloon
was lined with tchawooshes, or lackeys in waiting, in
crimson dresses, with long silver canes.

Some compliments passed between us,    I congratulated